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ut as, a Nobleman of great Poſſeſſions in Arcadia, || 


Econ, his Friend. 
cor vox, an old Shephetd, 
Daxox, an Inconſtant, 


„ 
ArCAs, Sox. 


Ar. HIS way I ſee old Corydon advancing : 
| He comes, by my appointment, to com- 


I. 
* 


ain 

Of ſome bud that's offer'd to his daughter 

And hopes that your authority will right him. 

Arc. Tis true! ſomewhat of this Paſtoratold me. 

Eg. He's there, with all the parties, to attend you. 
SCENE II. 

ner Corydon, Phillida, Cimon, Mopſus, Damon, 

and other Shepherds. 

Cor, May all our Gods preſerve the noble Arcas, 

Lord of our lands and flocks.— 

Arc. Good neighbours, welcome ! 

Nat ſeems amiſs, that may concern your welfare? 

Gr, Ah! my good Lord, I have no ſkill to ſpeech 

hut grief at heart will always find a tongue. [it; 

My Lord, this home-bred maid I call my daughter; 

vie's all I have, and all my hope; now I 

ould gladly ſee her well diſpos'd in marriage: 

and that ſhe might not die a maid, unask'd, 

dave declar'd ane half of what I have 

ker dow'r, in preſent; at my death, the reſt. 

Is true, 'tis little; but ſtill, the half is half! 

Pow here, ſo pleaſe you, I have found her out 

pair of wholeſome youths, to take her choice of: 

thers they be, ſons of my neighbour Dorus; 

1s is call'd Cimon, and the younger eden po 

deir means, and manners, ſuit her breeding well, 

d both profeſs their hearts are ſet upon her. 

Lim, Yes, and pleaſe you, bath crvelly in love. 


{ Half crying · 
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Cor. Nay, pt'ythee, Cimon, let me tell my ſtory. 
Arc. A little patience, friend 
Mop. —=——Hoh! hoh! hoh! hob! 
That fool my brother's always in the wrong! 
Cor. Fy! fy! Mapſus! now thou art worſe than 
Arc. On with thy tale——— Ihe. 
Cor. Now, Sir, theſe lads, I ſay, 
Were nothing in the way to croſs their courtſhip, 
Might one or t'other make her a good huſband. 
But here, here, an't pleaſe you, lies our grief! 
The wilful gizl is ſcornful to them both. 
And why? becauſe, forſooth! the loves another 
But how | how is her love diſpos'd? Why thus! 
This pranking gameſome boy, this Damon here! 
With ſongs, and gambols, has, I think, betwitch'd 
her. 
His pipe, it ſeems, has play'd her ſweeter ſounds, 
And all the idle day they toy and ſing together, 
Cim. Ay, ſo they do, and pleafe your 
Cor. Nay, nay, Cimon! 


true, tho”. 
Cor. So nothing now will down with her but 
Damon. 
And what will Damon do? Why, ruin her ! 
The lamb that's in the hungry fox's mouth 
Has little hope to ſcape being made his breakfaſt ; 
For he declares he ne'er intends to marry, 
And openly defies my power to force him. 
A hard defiance to a tender father! [Weepr. 
Now, good my Lord! 'tis true you're not our king, 
And therefore none are bound, by law, to obey you; 
But you've a ſtronger tie o'er us, our hearts; 


And the great good you do us every day 


Cim. Well, well! I've done: but I'm ſure it's | 
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Will make your word go farther than a law: Of all theſe youths, for chou art free to chuſe, 
So if your pity think my caſe is hard, Which is the ſwain comes neareſt to thy heart“ 
I leave the manner how to your great wiſdom, Phil. Since I am forc'd to ſpeak the truth, m 
And hope your goodneſs will prevent a father's Lord, - 
ſorrow. Jon my heart has play'd a ſimple game; 
Arc. Thy grief, good Corydon, I take to heart, I know my father's kindneſs means me well, 
And to my poor extent of power will ſerxe thee, And I could wiſh I had the power to pleaſe him; 
But hear me now, what others may reply. But I am loth to lead a ſavage life: | 
Damon, thou'ſt heard this good old man's complaint; And ſure! theſe lads were woeful company: 
Why haft thou dallied with this maid's affection? Cim. O ſcornful maid ! my heart will burft with 
What ſhall I ſay I've done to right his daughter? grief! f h 2 
Dam. Why, let the damſel pleaſe herſelf, my Mop. Hoh! hoh !. poor Cĩmon's in a bitter taking! 
Lord: Laughs. 
If ſhe's diſpos'd to marry, there's her choice; Phil. Twas hard to chuſe, from ſuch — 
If to make life a frolick here's her man. of folly ! | 
Cor. You fee, Sir, I have not accus'd her falſely. | Damon, with all his infidelities, 
Arc. Tis true. i | Seems not to me, Sir, half ſo terrible! 
Well, my good friends, I hope what you propoſe | And I am more than much afraid I love him! 
& . [ To Cim. and Mop. | Tis true, I know him fickle, falſe, and faithleſs! 
Will ſhew your hearts are of an honeſt mould: And I have try'd a thouſand, thouſand times, 
There ſtands the maid; if you have aught to urge | To thut him from my thoughts, but 'twill not do! 
That may preter your hopes to Damon's, Whene'er my heart is open, in he comes! 0 
Take this occaſion to avow your love: Again ſubmits, and is again forgiven ! Th: 
You have her father's with, and my protection. Again I love, and am again forſaken ! Thi 
Cim. Ah! Sir, an' like you, I have no heart to | Yet ſtill he fools me on; and when he's abſent, Wit 
ſpeak ; : . | With ſighs, and ſongs, I thus relieve my folly, 
She flouts, and glouts at me, from morn to night. AIR II. O Mother! a Hoop. 1 
Sce how ſhe looks now ! *cauſe the can't avoid me. What wveman could do, I bavwe try'd, to be free; All 
Arc. Take courage, man; 'tis but her maiden Yet do all I can, | Th 
ſhyneſs. I find I love him; ad tho" be flies me, 
Cim. D'ye think ſo, Sir? Why then I will take Still- till he's the man. An 
heart! | They tell me, at once he to tæventy will ſevear : , 
If an old ſong will do the thing, have at her. When wows are ſo ſweet, who the falſhood can ſear? ( 
IK . ; So, ab ben you have ſaid all you cax, 1 
\ There's net a ſwainz Still---fill be's the man. f 
On the plain, 1 caught him ence making love to a maid, 
Neu d be bleſs as J, When to him I ran, | Ha 
O could you but, could you but on me ſmile ; He turn'd, and he kiſs'd me; then who could »pbraid 
But you appear | So civil a man ? Th 
So ſevere, The next day I feund to a third he was kind; 4 
| That trembling with fear, I rated bim ſoundly, he ſavore I was blind; ©, 
My beart goes pit-a-pat ! pit-a-pat ! all the cobile! Co, let me do wvhat I can, 
When I cry, Still- Hill he's the man. 
Muft I die? All the world bids me bewware of his art: | 
You make no reply, 3 T do what 1 can; 
But look fy, But he has taken ſuch hold of my heart, 
Aud, with a ſcornful eyes I doubt he's the man! 
Kill me ⁊vith your cruelty 2 So ſeveet are his kiſſes, his looks are ſo kind, 
Her can you be, can you be, He may have his faults; but if T none cen find, 
Hod can you be fo heard to me? Who can do more than they can ? 
Ah! poor Cimon, thou art ne'er the nearer; He ili is the man. 
Not all thy ſighs, nor ſongs, nor ſobs, can move her!“ Arc. Take comfort, Corydon all yet may mend: 
[ Crying. | Thy daughter's frank confethon of her love © 
Cor. You ſee, my Lord, the lad, tho' feartul, in Perfuades me of her guarded innocence ! | 
His heart is honeſtly diſpos'd however. | And tho' licentious Damon may deſerve 
Arc. Perhaps the may be more inciia'd to Mopſus.] Severe reproof; yet, for the maiden's lake, 
g. Come, Mopius, now for thee ; thy heart | (For what he ſuffers, her fond heart will feel) 
ſeems cheartul. We will not harden him, by puniſhment, 
Mop. Ay! *twas always ſo: I love to laugh, But rather tempt him by reward, to virtue. 
Let things go how they will: Why let her frown! | Of this bad matter, make we then the beſts 
As long as Cimon's us d as ill as I, If therefore, Damon, thou, or any ſwain, 
It gives one's mind a little eaſe however! By ſuit, or ſervice of his love, can woo 
2ppen as "twill, I thall have him to laugh at. And win this gentle maid to be his bride, ; 
Cor. Ah! Sir, we poor ſwains have but homely j The dow'r which her kind father has declar'd, 
i words 7 ; Myſelf will double on her marriage-day, K 
To ſpeak our minds; but what we ſay, we ſtand to. And give him, with her hand, my farther favours 3 
Arc. An honeſt principle. Now, my good friend, Cor, May all the gods preſerve the bounteous 
Let us enquire into thy daughter's heart; Arcas ! ; k 
For tat mutt guide us 4 dh uble portion! Now, my honeſt lads, « F 
8 — ' illida, come near! There's brave encouragement to warm your hearts" D 
-L.. Well, my fiir maid! is there within ms No ſhew your kill, and who's the feateſt feilen! 
power Now ſing and dance her down to your defires ! 1 
Anght chat may ceatibute to thy happineſs ? Nov, Philliday let faithlefs Damon ice 


1 


9 


D AMON AND 
What love and honeſty have gain'd by truth; 
And what his pranks have loft by wickedneſs. 
Phil. Diſhoneſty ſhall never gain on me. 
Mop. A double dowry, Cimon ! Now's our time 
Cim. Ay, but I'm tender-hearted; my poor hopes 
Will never bloſſom, while ſhe looks fo froſty! 
Cor. Learn of thy brother, lad; thou ſeeſt he 
knows 
No fear, nor grief: Up with thy heart, and at her. 
Cim. Well then, ſince you encourage me, I will. 
Cor. Well ſaid, my boy! R 
Arcs Come, Corydon. 
Now let us leave theſe lovers free to woo z 
And he that firſt ſubduigg, and ſubdued, 
Comes hand in hand, to aſk her bridal dow'r, 
In farther token of my love, myſelf 


Will crown him with a chaplet, worth his wearing. 


g. Now for the garland ! 
Mop. Live the noble Argas ! 
[ Exeunt Arcas and Egon. 
Cer. — -Let me but live to fee that knave, 
That.graceleſs Damon bobb'd! let him but wear 
The willow! I'll jump into my grave 


With joy [Exit Cor. 
E III. 
Dam. So! now have I probably 


All my whole work to do over again! 
This double dow'r, no doubt, will turn Þ Afde. 
her brain, 

And ſet the windmill of her ſex a-going. 
M:p. Now! Cimon, now! | 
Cim. I'd rather you'd ſpeak firſt. 
Map. No, you are the elde 
Cims — But my heart miſgives me. 
Phil. Still filent! no kind offer yet from Damon 

Has fortune no effect upon his heart! [ Afides 
Cim. No, no! I tell you, I ſhall never hit 

The tune alone, 
Mop. 


Well then, be ſure you back me. 
AIR III. Tell me, Jenny, &c. 
Tell me, Philly, tell me roundly, 
When you will your heart ſurrender ? 
Faith and trath ! T lowe thee wwoundly ; 
And I was the firſt pretender. 


, Of us boys, 

Cim. Tate thy choice: 

Mop. Here's a heart 

Cim. Ad bere's a band tes. 
Mop. Hit or mine, 

Cim. All is thine. 

Both. 


Body and goods at thy command tes. 
Phil. How harth and tedious is the voice 
Or love, from any but the voice defir'd ! 
4 IV. 
* While you beth pretend a paſſion, 
"Tworld be ernel to chuſt eit ber; 
To FL eſerve your inclination, ; 
1 mu? kindly fix -u iber. 
Tz be juſt, 
I now muft 
Make yours and yours be equal caſes ; 
Therefore pray, 
From this day, 
: T never may bebe your facets 
Now be ſilent; if Damon is inclin'd 
To ſpeak, his turn is next; you've had your anſwer. 
Mop. Well! let kim ſpeak! Mayhap your face 
May get as little good from him, as ours 
From you ; 'tis n't every man will marry you. 
Don t cry, Cimon ! it only makes her prouder. 
der. She has giv'n me ſuch a kick o the heart, 
I fall never recover it 


Jil. — — Hark thee, Cimon J 


P.H EIA ÞD G. 
I like thee better than thy brother far. r 
Cim. O] the gracious! do you truly, and truly? 
Phil. F\1 give thee proct this inftant ! Take him 

hence, | | 1 G3 
And keep him from my ſight, an hour at leaſt. 
And when thou ſeeſt me next, come thou without 
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Cim. Give me thy hand on't 
Phil. 
Away with him 
Cim. A word's enough Il do't. 
Come, Mopſus, come away for J have a thing, 
And ſuch a thing to tell thee, bo 
Ms - What ails 
The bol ? thou'rt mad! 
Cim. Mad! Ay, and ſo would you 
Be too, were my caſe yours; but come away. 
Mop. Nay, not fo faſt, good Cimon—— 
Cim. Faſter, Mopſus, faſter. i 
[ Cimon þurries off Mopſus. 
$ CC BN 13 IV. ä 


Dam. My charming creature! this vas kindly 
done! ä 
Never was favour, to a fool, ſo well 
Diſſembled. 
Phil. Yes, I have learn'd from you, difiembling! 
And you'll again difſemble, to reward me. 
Dam. Why fo ſuſpicious, Philiida ? Don't I love 
thee ? 
Why all this buftle at my heart, when thus 
I touch thy hand, or gaze upon thy eyes ? 
Give me thy lips, and ſee how thon'rt miſtaken, 
Phil. No, Damon; lips are but liquorich proofs 
Of love, and thine too often have decciv'd me. 
AIR V. Handel's Miauet. 
Aroay with ſuſpiciony 
That hane te defire ; 
The beart that loves truly, a'l danger df 
The rules of diſcretion 
But flifle the fre; 
On its merit alare, true beauty relies. 
What a folly ta trembley 
Left the her dgſemble 
His fire ? 
Turtles that Weng 
B and coo : 
Wile we enjoy 
WW: muft le true! 
And o repeat it, 75 al, 
All ! ve can defire. 


(him. 
Hush! not now, they'll fee us. 


Dam. 


Thou know'R 1 love, and therefore wouldſt undo me. 
Dam. i know thou lov'ſt, and therefore would 
ſecure thee. 


& << -M VI. 
While you prrſue me, 
Thws to undo me, 
Sure ruin lies in all you ſays» 
To bring your toying 
| Up. to enjoyingy . 
Call firſt the priefl, aud name the day z 
Then, then name tbe day. 
Laſſe: ere willing 
| Als lads, for billing, 
When marriage vows are tiudly ęreſt d. 
Let bely father 
Tie us tegetber, 
Then bill your fitl, and bill your heft. 
Then, then bill yeur beſt. 
Dam. What! not a hand, a lip, 
quaintance ? 
Not one poor ſample of the grain, my ear, 


Valcls 1 make a purchaſe of the Whole? 


Phil, 


| for old ac- 
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Phi}, Tis thus thou always haſt decoy'd my heart? 


DAMON an 

Phil. No, Damon; now tis time to end our 
fooling. ; 
Conſent to wed me, or forbear to love. c 

Dam. What! doſt thou think to ſtarve me into 

marriage? 

Pbil. 'll ſtarve myſelf, but I'll avoid thy falſhood ! 
Graze where thou wilt, I'l! feed no ranging lovers. 
Dam. No——nor 1 won't be pounded, while 1 

can leap | 
A hedge : So keep your grafs for calves to graze on. 
'J need not go a mile for paſture, dame, | 
And gocd as any meal that you can make me. 
Pbil. Do, lezve me, do, and prove thy ſelf a 
traitor ! | 
Faithlefs, i:}uman Damon! 


Dam, Mighty well ! 
This double dow?:y I find, has turn'd thy brain? 


And thou would -f make me mad der than thyfelf ! 
A huſband ! Death! a mill-horſe, what to grind, 
And gr nd, in one poor hopeleſs round of life! 
To- dn, to-morrow, and to-morrow {till ! 
To plod the path I trod the day before 
O! methinks I feel the collar on my ſhoulders ! 
Phil. Abandun'd Damon! now I begin to hate 
thee, | 
Dam. I'm glad, my miſtreſs, that you'll ſpeak 
your mind ! 
Some girls will fool you on till one's heart aches, 
But fince I know your play, ſorſooth, hang lag, 
Say I; and fo farewel, fair Phillida. 


AIR VII. I' range around the ſhady bow'rs, | 


x Dam. 


Pi] range the world, where freedom reig us, 
And ſcatter love artund the plains. 


Phil, I/ arve my lwve, and rather part, 
Than yield my hand to fool my heavt, 
Dam, The frowns of this, I neer take i: 
| Where one denies, there's tauo that ill, 
Phil. Since maids by kindneſs are undone, 
Adieu, mandhind ; I'll figh for nance 
Dam. No frozen laſs ſhall hold me long. 
Phil. Ne fwain, that's falſe, my lowe ſhall wreng. 
Dam. Farevd! farexvel ! "tis time to parts 
hil. Thus from thy bold, I tear my heart, | 
Both. Farewe!! farexwel, &c. 


{| Exit Phillida. Mane: Damon. 
Dam. How could the gypſcy muſter ſuch a ſpirit ? 
The pertneſs of her pride has ſo provok'd me, 
J ſhall never rei} in my bed, till ſhe 
Lies by me. | 
AIR VIII. At Noon, in a ſultry, Se. 
Dam. Arcund the plain: my heart has rau'd ; 
The brown, the fair, my flames approv'd : 
y the proud, by turns have low'd ; 
nd kindly; fd my arms. 
T danc'd, I jung, I tall d, I toy'd ; 
While this I wwo0'd, I that enjoy'd, f 
And ere the hind, with kindneſs cloy'd, 
The coy reſign'd her charms, 
But now, alas! theſe days are done: 
The wrong'd are all reveng'd by ene, 
Who, like a frigbted bird, is froron, 
Tief leaves ber image ere. 
O! could I, yet, ber heart recall, 
Before her fret my pride would {:!l, 
And, for ber fake, for ſating a 3 
Would fix for ever there. | 
Here the comes again, and with herbe 
Her father ! doff 'm out of favour there 
Lie cloſe awhile, and mark what nail's a driving. 
| Netire;. 
s CE N E 21 bbs 
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V, 
Carydon, wich Hbihiida, 
by think no more of him 


PHILLI D A. 


Phil. That's hard ! 
Is't not enough I ſee him not? 
Cor. I ſay, 


Avoid him as the wildeſt beaſt of prey! 

He uſes girls like carrion : Not the wolf 

In a ſheepfold, or hungry fox on poultry, 

Can make more havock than that wicked rogue 
Among the wenches hearts. 


Dam, That muſt be me ! [ Bebind, 
But what ſays Phillida? | 
Phil. Suppoſe this true ! 


Yet could he, fill, be wrought to marry me 
Cor. My patience ! has he not refus'd to marry? 
Phil. And therefore I've declar'd againſt his love, 
Cor. Ay, ay, but ftill he lurks within your hea! 
And, till you drive him thence_— 
Phil, I ſtrive to do it 
And if you knew the pain, you'd pity me. 
AIR IX. Buſh © Boon Traquair. 
A thouſand Tays, to wean my heart, 
I we try'd, yet can't remove him. 
And ele“ for life J ve ſewor to party 
Far life I find I love bim. 
Sti“ ſpeuld the dear falſe man return, 
Hind ith new was purſue me, 
His flatt'ring tongue evould hill my ſcorny 
find ftill, I fear, undo me. | 
Cor. Conbder, Philly, if thou'rt fairly married, 
(And thou haſt choice of Cimon, or of Mopſus) 
How happy will thy double dowry make thee ? 
Phil. I do conſider, father; Yo ſhould you? 
| As a low fortune, with the man 1 love, 
| Can't make me rich; ſo riches, with the man 
hate, can't make me happy 
am Gallant girl! 7. 7; 
Ol could eat thy very lips, that ſpoke 17 Bebing, 
Cor, See] yonder's Cimon coming! For my ſake, 
| Dear Yhiliida, give him at leaſt a ſmile; 
| X little love endur'd, may teach the boy, 
In time, to pleaſe thee 
| Phil. Well! ſince you deſire it, 
But Mopſus has the ſame pretenſions too: 
Send him to make his equal claim, 
And, till he's found, I'll hear what Cimon ſayt. 
Cer. Ah! Phillida, thou gain'ſt my heart, Nl 
ſend him. | _ 
Dam. Now ſhall I meaſure, by their hopes, my 
Own. | 
1 
Te her -Cimon, finging. 
AK ©. 
Cim. Bebeld and fee thy weunded lower ! 
| W. keſe truth from thee will ne er depart ! 
O let my tears, at length diſcover 
One gentle ſmile ts heal my heart ! 
Phil. Were in che *vorld ns man but Cimon, 
None of the female kind but J, 
With me ſhould end the name of aæbeman, 
With thee the race of man ſhould die. 
Ci. O exue! ſound ! falſe-hearted Philliga ! 
Didtt thon not ſay, thou lov'ſt me better than 
M brother Movſus ? 
Phil. Yes, but "twas 
As of two evijs, I would chuſe the leaf ; 
Stay, till I am bound to chuſe, and then reproach 
me. 
Thy crying makes me laugh, his laughing makes 


| 
| 
| 


XI. 


g Me fleep There's all tho hopeful diflerence. 
AIR XI. Phillida flouts me, 
Lim, O rat a plug ue is love! 


T cannot bear it ; 
What life lo curſt can provey 


„ 
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AIR XII. One long Whit 


DAMON ax 


When I would tell my mind, 
My beart miſdoubts me; 
Or when I ſpeak, I find 
With feorn ſhe routs me; 
In wain 1s ail I jay, 
Her anſver ftill is nay q © 
O diſmal deoleful day 
hillida ya mes 
Enter Moſpus, forging. 
un Holiday. 
Ab! poor Cimon ! dud a cry ! 
Well-a-day ! wvipe an eye! O fy, Phillida ! 
Te treat bim ſo ſcorn fully, 
Shamefully, as if | 
PEUIda Jy !. 
No, no, ne, fir pert, and dull * 
Simpleton, pater ſtull! T for ever ſhall 
Think thee far the greater fecl ! 
7. 8 will give thee cauſe 
ith him to cry. 
Toll! Doll ! Doll ! det! N T pray, 
bs has _ moſt to cry ab!] well-a- day 
What care I] wwhy let ber ſcoff, 
I can laugh; play ber off, better than you, 
Ab ! Pacer Mopſus, theu'rt a fool ! 
I ſay you're a greater owl. 
Nay, new I am. ſure that's a lye, 


What's a he? 
That's a tye! 


I ſay, tis true. 
Cruel, cruel, tyrannizing, 
Give over your love, you great laob ies, 

T bate you both; you, Sir, and you too ; 
Did ever a brace of ſuch boobies 

The laſs that deteſts them purſue ? 
Heco 
— Go! 
—0b! T. ready to faint ! : 

How are you ? [To Mopſus, 

Why truly, ſhe treats us but fo, ſo. Y 

Fer my pert, I think ſhe's a devil; 


+ A woman ⁊oculil ſcorn for to do ſos 


O fo! fy ! ſueh words are uncivil, 
Prepare then, to bear my laſt ſentence ; 
Before I'd wed either, much rather 
T'd ftand on the ſtool of repentance, 
And want for my bantling a father. 
Go! 
——0b wee] I'm ready to faint; 
Ard I te. 
Was ever a ſlut ſo inhuman ! 
Odicoks ! lat us take down ber mettle ! 
dare 6.2. . 


| | ＋ to Phillida, ſinging. 


| 


PHILLID A. 


Mop. ———Let me come ! pſhaww cpu, many 


She only bas water d a nettle. 

In fhert, this wvon't do, Mrs. Vixen! 

For one of us two you muſt now chuſe, 
Phil. Then you are the man that I fix on j 

And you are the fool I refuſe, 


{Strikes each a box on the ear. 
Cim. Waunds ! 
| Cim. | 


0 ! The devil would fly ſuch a ſpouſe. 

Mop. i N 

Pbdil. If there's a joy comes near recovering thoſe 
We love, ſure tis to filence thoſe we hate. | 
When Cimon and Mopſus are gone, Damon preſents | 


AI IV. Dutch Skipper, 
See ! behold, and ſee ! 
With an eye kind and relenting, 
Damon, now, repenting, 
Only true to thee ; 
Centent to love, and love for life! 
If you, now ſincere, g : 
With an honeſt declaration 
Mean to prove your paſſion, 
| To the purpoſe ſwear 3 
And make, at once, a maid a wife, 
Thus, for life, I rake thee, 
Newer to forſake thee ; 
Soon, or late, 
1 find cur fate, 
To hearts aſtray, 
Direct the 2cay, 
| Ard brings, to laſting joys, the rover bam 
Phil. Ever kind, and tender, 
Cenguer d, I ſurrender, 
Prove but true, 
As I to yon, 
Each kindling kiſs 
Shall add a bliſs 
That only from the conflant Tips can move. 
AIR XV. Second Part of the Dutch Skipper, 
Dam. To the prieſt away, to bind our wows, 
With our hands and bearts united. 
Phil. To reduce the rover to lawful ſpouſe, 
Is a triumph my heart has delighted. 


| Dam, 


| Dam, Tf I never could fix, 
"Twas the fault of the ſex, 
Who eafily yielding, were eaſy to coy; 
| But is love we fill find, 
| Both. When the heart s bell inclin'dy 


In ene, only one, is the joy, 


| But in love, &c. 


** 


— * 


